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"Let us go down the Ginza, then turn to the left towards the Sakashita
Gate of the Palace Grounds."
The milling partisans, yelling and shouting, followed the caravan of
jinrikishas on both sides, front and back, with the Party banners and
placards high in the air. It looked from afar as if the frenzied crowds
were carrying the would-be Ministers on their shoulders. They surged
through the streets, completely blocking the traffic and the electric
tramcar line which had just begun operating.
Along the Ginza and Kyobashi sections, Tokyo's White Light' dis-
tricts, men and women, old and young, in kimonos and European suits,
cheered from the sidewalks, prosperous stores and office windows.
Now and then the Premier-design6 -put his right hand to his hat in
response to the greetings.
Suddenly he jumped up on the carriage seat and shouted at the top
of his voice: "Okiku! Okiku!" waving his hand.
The tumult drowned his cry, but Okiku, who was among the crowd,
lifted her handkerchief in response.
"Prince! Prince!" She tried in vain to reach the carriage. Saionji
often looked back to Okiku who was holding her handkerchief now to
her eyes and now in the air, waving frantically with the crowd.
The parade was approaching the Sakashita Gate, beyond which ordi-
nary people were not allowed to go without a pass. With great con-
fusion the crowd dropped back before the sentries, and the Saionji
party proceeded slowly.
Many times before he had entered the Palace Grounds, but now in a
few minutes he was to be appointed the Soridaijin.
Since the last quarter of the sixteenth century the Palace Grounds
had been the site of the governing seat. They included the Fukiage
Imperial Terrace in the hilly northeastern half, covering nearly four
hundred acres of select land in the center of the Capital.
Its records dated back as far as the fifteenth century. When one of
the samurai castle-builders, Ota Dokan, chose the place in 1462 and
erected his stronghold, the present Capital was less than a fishing village
on the northern shore of Edo or Tokyo Bay. The selection was made
because of its strategic value. The builder, who also was a poet of note,
was accredited with a famous stanza expressing the atmosphere of his
chosen spot.
Saionji on the jinrikisha readily repeated: "Waga~iho <w& Mti$uba.w
twzuki Unri-chikaku Fuji-no takane-o NokibcHbfa&o*miru?
The builder's hut was in the pine grove near the ocean, and from

